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	1. Chapter 1

Hi, I'm Joy. Makayla's Joy. Who is Makayla you ask? Why, Makayla is an author here on Fanfiction. She's better known as Oddsawesome. I'm here to tell you the story about Makayla,

from her birth, up until now. Makayla, well, Makayla's life is a little hectic. She's been through some ups and downs, but so far she's comes through every time. This is

another growing up story, this is Makayla's Inside Out.

I remember when Makayla was born. It was a moment that was both happy and sad. It was happy because Makayla was here, and she was a little bundle of joy. But it was

sad, because well, Makayla was early. Makayla came into this world three months early, which was scary for Mom. Makayla could not breathe on her own, and our little girl

had to be put on a breathing tube. I arrived shortly after Makayla was born. My surroundings were dark and unknown. I didn't know what i was supposed to do. Then, in front

of me, i saw a huge round button. Curious i pressed it. I heard a sound of whimpering. It was Makayla! Amazed, i pressed it again. Makayla whimpered some more. It was

totally awesome! I was Makayla's, and Makayla was mine. Not long after, i heard a small ringing noise, and a bright golden ball came rolling on the rack. i picked it up and

examined it. It was Makayla's first memory. I gently placed the golden orb back on the rack and slid it along. It travelled up, and then suddenly, my surroundings were no

longer dark, but lit up with bright bustling activity! Makayla's mind was working! Laughing with glee, i walked back over the big button and pressed it again, Makayla cooed

happily. Okay, i take back what i said about me being Makayla's and Makayla being mine, because about 30 minutes later, guess who showed up? Sadness. My first

impression of Sadness wasn't all that great at first. I examined myself, then i examined Sadness. I was wearing a yellow dress with Yellow-green flowers all over it. i had

curly blue hair that sprung whenever i walked or ran. My body glowed yellow. Sadness was a lanky blue girl with limp short hair and she was wearing a blue long sleeved shirt

with long pants and blue shoes. "Hello," she said tiredly. it sounded like she had a sinus problem. "I'm Sadness."

"Uh, hey," I said shaking her hand. "I'm Joy. Do you want to take a look around? Of course there's not much really, she's still a baby."

Sadness didn't say anything. Just dragged her tired looking body all over the room. Then she walked up to the button, and with one long finger, she pressed it. Makayla began to cry in her incubator.

"Hey! Stop that! What are you doing?!" I asked Sadness and ran over.

"I want us to be picked up," said Sadness looking at me.

"But Mom is sleeping now," I said. I took Sadness's hands away. "She needs her rest."

But not even ten seconds later, Sadness was back at the control, and guess what? Mom woke up and held us. So, there it is in a nutshell. Sadness and i didnt start off on the

right foot, but eventually, things evened out.

Makayla was in the hospital for over a month. During that time, i admit, we got in a little mischief. One day i decided that i was sick and tired of Makayla having that

breathing tube in her face, i took it off. Alarms sounded, and doctors came running. I did this three times. Makayla was the mischief baby of the Nicu. Eventually the doctor

said to Mom "Let's see how she does without it,"

Makayla never went back on the breathing tube again.

As you can see, Makayla's arrival into this world was a bit of a strange one. But all things work out for the good.


	2. Chapter 2

Anger, Fear, and Disgust arrived when Makayla started walking and talking. A crazy pair they were. Anger was a red girl with short hair that stuck out all over the place, it

looked angry, just like her. She wore a red dress with flat red shoes. Whenever she raged, that angry looking short red hair flamed up. Often, I and the others had to stand

out her way. Disgust was a drama queen of a girl, green, with a green dress with jagged edges at the hem, wavy green hair, wore earrings, and she was constantly primping

herself in the mirror, yep, that's Disgust. She does a good job helping out with Makayla and the right or wrong things, but sometimes, she can get overly dramatic. Lastly,

theres Fear. Fear was a purple girl, poor thing, with purple frizzy hair that looked scared like her. She wore a purple dress with ruffles at the hem, and white lacy socks with

purple Mary Jane shoes. She helped Makayla stay out of danger and use logical and important thinking, although sometimes, Makayla has done some stupid things. Usually,

by the end of the day, It's me who steps in and keeps Makayla through and through. For example, when Makayla had her first surgery at 16 months, i was keeping her

happy, so Mom would feel all right too. Makayla had another surgery at Three, and Fear freaked out on the controls, causing Makayla to fight the MRI scan. The doctors had

to drug us in order to get Makayla under control. Makayla's premature birth caused an abnormality in Makayla's skull growth, so they had to fix us, or else, headquarters

would probably be a wonky place today! Mom moved us to Virginia when we were six months old. We lived in an apartment in Portsmouth.

"Guys! Come on, hurry! Elmo is on!"

Fear, Anger, and Disgust came rushing to sit on the couch. Mom had seated us in front of the TV in the living room with a bowl of dry cereal.

"If you're happy and you know it clap your hands!" Elmo said.

"I got this!" I said and ran to the controls, which was now bigger and had numerous buttons, and i pressed the "Clap hands" button, and Makayla laughed and clapped her

hands. Another golden ball came rolling in next to the other ones. I don't mean to brag, but i have to say, i do a durn good job keeping Makayla happy. So many golden orbs

are produced, i just don't know what to do. However, things will change, especially when Makayla reaches her teenage years...

_" If you're happy and you know it, clap your hands.."_

_"If you're happy and you know it, clap your hands..."_

_"If you're happy and you know it and your face is truly showing it.."_

_"If you're happy and you know it, clap your hands!"_

I never tired of making Makayla happy.

We had a bad experience with some babysitters. One lady got so frustrated with us she slammed the door on us in the bathroom and left us in there to cry. Turns out, she

was having problems with her marriage.

Another baby sitter used to punish us by squezzing our cheeks until we cried. We were quickly removed. Mom was in the military, and had to go out to sea often, so Grandma

came and watched us. We loved Grandma. She gave us food and games and took us to the park and Chuck E Cheese. Makayla had some interesting personality islands.

There was Family island, which was a tall island with a statue of Mom, Grandma, and us. Then, there was Goofball Island, the island of crazy nonsense and misfit that

Makayla do funny stuff. Lastly, there was Imagination Island, that had all the stuff that Makayla could ever think and dream of. As you know, these islands are made by core

memories, important things that happen in Makayla's life. No core memories, then no personality islands for Makayla. When Makayla turned five, we moved to a house in

Peachtree. It was nice and all, but it needed a little fixer upper. There was nice pond near the neighborhood, and it seemed like almost every persons house had a fruit tree in

their yard. The lady that lived next to us had a fig tree that grew over into our back yard, and Mom and us would eat the ones that fell into our yard.

"Hey Joy, i've been thinking about something for a while now," said Sadness.

"And that is?" I asked.

"Do we have a daddy?" Sadness asked.

"I'm sure we do, out there somewhere," Joy said. "He just has to come find us."

"But what if he doesn't love us? What if he doesn't care about us?" Sadness moped.

"Oh, don't think like that! I'm sure he does!" I said.

"I have to agree with Sadness," said Anger. "If we have a daddy who loves us, then where the heck is he?"

"Well, uh-" I began.

"I'll say," said Disgust who was leaning on the couch filing her nails. "There must be a reason why he hasn't come to see us, otherwise, we would have seen him now."

"Come you guys! Let's not foul mouth!" I said.

"No Joy," said Anger. "You need to think logical and wonder about these things, ask questions, find answers." She walked over to the control panel. "Let's ask Mom why we

don't have a daddy." Then she pressed a button. Makayla walked into the kitchen where Mom was cleaning, and she said, "Mommy, where's my daddy?"

Mom stopped cleaning to look up at us. "Sweetie, well," She leaned down to our level.

"You're daddy is away, in a place where he can work things out, because you see honey, not all mommies and daddies are together, sometimes things don't always work out,

but that doesn't mean we don't love you. So yes, you do have a daddy, and he loves you, from my deep understanding." Mom said.

"Well that was a mouthful," said Disgust.

From that moment on, we were determined to find out who are daddy was, even if it took us some years.

From what mom had told us, our daddy had held us when we were born, he was there when we had surgery, and when we were three years old. Other than that, we had no

idea who he was.

"All right, nice job today everybody! Let's get these memories down to long term!" I said.

I watched happily as all the orbs rolled down out into the long term memory. All of them today were golden, but who knew what would happen tomorrow, next week, or the

years to come.

"Anger, you got dream duty tonight," i said to her as she walked away.

"Oh come on! Why me?!" She growled.

"It's your punishment for not picking up your trash from the bathroom after your shower last night," I said.

"That was Disgust, not me!" Anger yelled. "She's always looking in the mirror at herself!"

"Hey sweetie, don't blame your junk on me!" Disgust said with a hand on her hip.

"It was you!" Cried Anger. "And don't call me sweetie!"

"Whatever," said Disgust waving her hand. "Night, fool."

Anger growled and her hair started to glow.

"Have fun Anger," I said going into my room. "See you in the morning."

Anger growled and kicked a pillow from the couch against the wall.


	3. Chapter 3

Makayla had her last and final surgery at age six. Once again, Fear freaked out, and Makayla cried the whole time.

"Oh no! We're gonna die! It's gonna be all over for us! We're going to get a bone saw lodged in our brain and we're going to die!" Fear yelled. She grabbed her paper bag and

breathed in and out rapidly.

"Calm down!" I said. "We're not going to die! God is with us remember?"

Makayla had been with Christianity for as long as we could remember. When Makayla began to understand the value of life and other important things at the church, another

core memory was made, and it created Christianity island. At church, Anger put in extra day dreams so when things got slow during service, at least we had something to

look at. As well, Mom brought snacks and coloring books.

"Shut up Fear!" Anger cried. "You're not helping at all!"

"And you're not helping by yelling!" Disgust shot back.

"Look guys, we're at the hospital," Sadness said softly.

"Oh no," Whispered Fear pressing some buttons and then hiding under the console.

_clink! clink! clink!_ three purple orbs came rolling in. There were about ten more since We had left home. I rubbed my face.

"Listen you all, nobody's going to die, we're all going to be all right!" I said looking up at the screen, A.K.A. Makayla's eyes. We were lying in the hospital bed, and the doctor

had just given us a pill. Mom was smiling at us, saying everything was going to be all right.

Then everything went black.

"Oh God, where are we? Our head," I said sitting up. All the other emotions were still knocked out on the floor from the anesthesia. We had dropped hard. Then i

remembered we were still in the hospital. Makayla had had surgery. With wild hair and tired eyes, i dragged myself over to the console and pressed a few buttons. Nothing.

The general anesthesia was very strong.

"Guess we'll just have to wait," i said with a sigh. Two hours later, we woke up.

"I'm hungry! Any food left in the fridge?" Anger asked.

"I think the mind workers have to bring us up more supplies," Said Sadness.

"They better hurry, I am not a good person when I'm angry," said Anger.

"Y-yes, they better hurry," Said Fear shaking.

We stayed in the hospital for about almost a week. When we went home, we knew it was going to be a long recovery process.

"No school! No homework! This is great!" I said twirling around. "A whole week or so at home with mommy!"

"But our head hurts though," said Sadness.

"Yeah, and we can't even comb our hair," grumped Anger.

"And if we have to take any more of those gross antibiotic pills, I'm going to puke," said Disgust.

"Oh, i hope we don't get an infection!" Fear cried.

After Makayla recovered, great things happened. Makayla did ballet at Maureen's School Of Dance, and soccer at Churchland Academy. We didn't have many friends, but at

least we had mommy, our cousins, Grandma, and God. Some of the kids picked on us, which sometimes either left Anger, Sadness, and Disgust in control for the remainder

of the day. Those kids thought they had a right to pick on us because we were slower than they were and we needed special education. It wasn't right. We told Mommy, and

told the principal and teachers, and they helped stopped the bullying on Makayla, at least for a little bit. Makayla would get so mad, i believe if we had the power to blow

things up with our mind, we would do it to those kids. But we didn't. And Sadness would drive us for the remainder of the day. We wondered more and more where our

daddy was. Then mommy put us in Kinder Care. There, we suffered more bullying and verbal abuse from the kids. It seemed like nobody wanted to be our friend. We were

nice, but a little off. We truly realized that we were happy at home with mommy... and in our own world, all for us. In our own world, nothing harmed us. Everybody was nice

and friendly, we had our favorite food everyday for breakfast, lunch, and dinner, and Jesus was there too.

"Who needs friends?" I told the others. "We can get along just by ourselves!"

"Seriously," Said Anger. "We are moving along nicely."

"I think everybody needs a friend," said Fear. "I mean, who knows what two people will need from each other in the future?"

"Why is it that the person who is the closest one to you is the one that betrays you?" Disgust sneered. "Someone explain that crap to me."

"I don't know," I said. "But let's stop moping around. I have an idea!"

"And that is?" Anger asked.

"Let's ask Mommy if we can have fried chicken tonight for dinner!" I said grabbing an idea bulb.

"Sounds good to me!" said Anger.

"I could go for that," said Fear.

I planted the idea bulb into the console.

"Mommy, can we have fried chicken for dinner?" Makayla asked.

"Sure baby, that sounds good!" Mom said.

That night, we laughed with mom as we ate fried chicken wings with corn on the cob and mashed potatoes.

Then one day, everything changed. Mom met a nice man named Mr. Mike Hall who was divorced and had two boys named Mike and Derek. They were ten and eleven at the

time. Coincidently, they lived right behind our cousin Chynnia's house. Before we knew it, Mom was telling us she had a date with Mr. Mike Hall. And then, some time later,

Mom came and told us that she was getting married. At first, we didn't know what to think. All we could do was hug and kiss mommy.

"Yay! We're going to be flower girls in the wedding!" I yelled excitedly. I grabbed Sadness by her hands and twirled her around the room. We fell on the couch laughing. I

rarely got Sadness to laugh, but today was a special day, so we were all happy.

"Does our hair look all right?" Disgust asked. "I mean, we want to look cuter than Chynnia!"

"Does it matter if we do or not?" Anger asked. "Our Mom is getting married!"

"We did cry earlier after Mom got mad and yelled at us for whining around, so we should check ourselves in the mirror," Said Fear.

"See," said Disgust nodding happily at Fear. "Atta girl Fear!"

"Okay!" I said. "But we only have five minutes!"

Once we checked ourselves the wedding began. Fear got shy during the time where Chynnia and we had to throw the flower petals down on the carpet, and we looked down

at the carpet the whole walk down the aisle.

"Way to go Fear," said Disgust rolling her eyes. "Now that's going to be a permanent part of the wedding."

Mom and Mr. Mike said their vows, then they jumped over the broom. Just like that, i had a step-dad and two step brothers.

"What is up with this whole jumping over the broom thing anyhow?" Disgust asked while picking her nails.

"It's a symbol, from when our slave ancestors were unable to legally get married, we jumped over the broom into the land of holy matrimony," Said Sadness.

"Well, this is the 21st century, not the 18th, nor the 19th," said Disgust. "Who cares about jumping over some old broom?"

"It's a tradition," I said. "It's sacred."

There was a reception. I made Makayla excited and we tried to catch the bouquet, but sadly missed. Mom's garter also went flying through the air too.

"That's gross," said Disgust when we saw it lying on the ground.

"Oh, whatever, it's funny!" I said.

Mom and Dad were gone for over a week and Grandma and Grandpa took care of us. We wondered what would happen now with these new changes in our life. We just

hoped they would be good. After all, Makayla was going on eight, things had to be a turning point.


End file.
